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Bruce looked into the mirror and sighed looking up at himself, he was met with a reflection as he shakily placed 
his hand to it. It was Now or never. He'd have to tell his biggest secret to Steve, he couldn't hide it any longer. 
If he did he feared it was going to claw at him for the rest of his life. Tear him to shreds as he lay to rest. It 
was the first thing he thought about when he woke up and the last when he fell asleep. And it wasn't 
something that was obvious at all, he suppressed it for a long long time, and now he felt more like a weight. 


And he felt guilty. Really guilty. Like he had a crushing weight attached to him. 


Relationships where about being honest and if Bruce wasn't honest with Steve, he wasn't making a commitment. 
He loved Steve, but he didn't know if Steve was going to like what Bruce had to say. But Bruce had to try, 
because as said before relationships are about honesty, and sure you have serecrts, but not life changing 


ones, for most people. 


And Bruce, cocky Bruce Dickinson, would be a liar if he said he wasn't nervous, if he said he wasn't scared, if 
he said he wasn't petrified, so terrified that he could feel his hands shaking. He could feel the adrenaline rush 
through his veins, but not the good exciting kind, the bad kind. The kind that made you want to hide and you 
know everything is going to blow up in your face but you do nothing about it as you try pull yourself 
together, fail and break on the inside. He shook as he breaths where hard to get as he swallowed hard, it 


should be fine, he was probably over reacting. 


He sighed as he looked in the mirror, what he was not, what he wanted to be, all his imperfections and 
impurities in the mirror. Slowly, his hands worked their way to his hair, as it twisted it around on his smooth 
finger. Playing with it out of nerves. Something he did when he was nervous, as he didn't want to do this, but 
he so did. 


Steve could hate him for this, he could break up with Bruce, kick him to the curb, Bruce needed Steve, Steve 
was like his sunshine, he thrived off of him, without him, he'd die. He didn't want to live in a cold, grey, bleek 
world, he wanted it to be colourful and peaceful. He wanted it to all be Okay. He wanted Steve to still be able to 


love him, but Steve would probably never forgive him. 


His hands rested on his outfit, he knew it was going to be a mistake, he couldn't do this, he couldn't pull it off. 
He wasn't going to pull through. Steve would never forgive him, hate him forever in fact. His leg bounced up 
and down as he took a deep breath, trying to console himself, he had to sit down becouse he felt like he was 
going to faint. 


Bruce took a deep breath, a hyperventalited gasp, as suddenly his head dunked underwater. He coughed and 
splattered as his head popped out the ocean, as he tried to breath, as a strong wave knocked him over. He 
couldn't cough but he could taste it. Trying to hold his breath as he sank down slowly, like falling from a high 
building. His clothes helping with dragging him. He looked up as he started floating down, the lights from the 
beacon and town where fading out of view as the cold night water pierced his skin so bad that he was bleeding, 
the dark blue and bottle green water gently fading into red as Bruce couldn't see anything, shutting his eyes 
not wanting to look at his death. The salt stinging his eyes, stinging his nose the cold shock of the water closing 
in on him. He shook from the cold, lossing all his heat as he sunk down. His vision was blurry, opening his eyes 
slightly to see where he was, of course he couldn't even see a single fish, he would have screamed but could 
not as he couldn't breathe, he was dying, he was dying. And he couldn't do anything about it, he couldn't. He 
closed his eyes and began to cry, not that you can cry underwater, as he panicked, trying to throw his arms 
and legs and body around the place. Trying to escape was seaweed wrapped around his leg, pulling him down, so 
he couldn't escape the murkey waters. He put his hand around his neck, like that would help him as he gently 
stopped thrashing and just let himself sink, water bubbles coming out his mouth as he looked up, the water 
hurting. His body was tired. He couldn't do anything, he wasted energy thrashing around and his clothes where 
dragging him down faster. 

And he felt the water pour into his mouth, as he began choking because you couldn't breathe underwater. He 
didn't even know how to swim in deep waters. And he started to panic again, thrashing as If it would save his 
life. He knew it wouldn't though as he began to realise he would never see Steve again, or his friends, he wasn't 
Going to grow up. He started writing notes to Steve in his mind, telling him the situation and how he loved him 
and how he didn't know Britain waters where this dangerous. and all his friends telling them how'd he'll miss 


them so. and maybe his family. When his lung collapsed. The cold sharp, stinging water hit the air sack as 
Bruce could do little but let it. He felt the water impale it, it was hurting, it felt as though he was on fire, as 
he opened his eyes, for what was going to he the last time, and he smiled at that, almost rather fancying the 
idea. Death seemed good at this point, Bruce was going to welcome it with open arms, he choked out a laugh, 
or well not really, more of a pathetic choke as after all he was dying. He felt sorry for himself, but he didn't, 
he wanted this. But he didn't. He kicked his legs to try swim up, perhaps there was a chance someone, a life 
guard, proberly not since it was night, beach patrol perhaps. He kicked as hard as he could, but to no prevail, 
the weed wrapped tightly around his leg. He couldn't escape it. His limbs grew weary as he felt all the air and 
life leave his cold body. He was dead as he saw black. 


He took a gasp as his knees where weak and sobbed. His hands shaking and body aching. 

"Pull yourself together Dickinson!" He snapped, taking deep breaths and coming out of his panic attack 

Bruce had panic attacks regularly, so he was no stranger to them, but Steve didn't know. It was Bruces secret. 
Bruce didn't want to be a burden or for Steve to worry so he sucked it up and tried to get away before he 
had one anytime when he was with Steve. 

Bruce wiped his eyes, sniffing, he shook his head before bursting into tears again, it was so scared he thought 
he was going to be sick, and Bruce didn't want That, his head spun and his body ached and his brain hurt, and 
his heart was breaking and his mouth tasted of vomit as after all he had just been sick, and his eyes hurt 
from crying. 

He was in no state to do it. 

"Come on, Bruce you need to do this, at least for Steve's sake," he sighed. 

There was a gentle knock on the door. 


"W-who is it?" He stammered, wishing it to be anyone but Steve. 


"Nick" Said a gruff voice through the door. Bruce sighed as he fumbled with his hands. It was just Nicko and 


Nicko knew. 

"Come in," Bruce said quietly. 

Nicko opened the door, locking it from the inside. "Yer should ‘ave locked it luv," Nicko said. 
"Yeah," Bruce squeeked out, looking down. 


"Hey luv, come on, yer scared aren't ya?" Nicko asked, placing a hand on Bruces soft face, slowly bringing him 


in for a hug. 


Bruce nodded and began to sob into nickos shoulder, breathing in his masculine scent. 

"Look, if Steve doesn't accept it I'll kick ‘is ass." Nicko chuckled stroking Bruces hair. 

Bruce nodded, "but | love him, | don't know what l'm going to do if he doesn't accept me." He bit his lip. 
"Don't worry about it luv, itll be Okay." Nicko soothed. 

"| want it to be Okay Nicko!" Bruce sniffed. 

"And It will be!" Nicko said. 

“But-but |," Bruce stammered. Nicko glared. 

"But nothing, its a okay as you make it luv," Nicko smiled slightly as Bruce blushed and looked down A tear fell 
down Bruces face. Nicko wiped it with his thumb, “luv | was the first person you told, and I'm still fine with 
yer!" Nicko took a deep breath. "I accepted You, | can't imagine what it would be like in your shoes-" 

"But Adrian, he doesn't, he says I'm too hairy and too me and too fat and too-" Bruce went on. 

"Well, he is no friend of yours then is he." Nicko shook his head. "What an ass!" 

Bruce chuckled. "Don't let ‘Im get yer down luv," Nicko said. "Hes always been an ass!" 


Bruce looked down. "You don't think I'm, fucked up Nicko?" He asked 


"No luv, you are You, you are an experience, ‘nd you're still the same sweet kind caring person you've always 


been luv," 
"l, thank you Nicko, it's just, look am me, | don't look- | have- I'm never going to-" 


Nicko began to massage Bruces back. "Ssh, Ssh," Bruce looked up. "Its okay, just tell tim ‘ow you feel," Nicko said. 


"And if he kicks you out you can always live with me." Nicko assured. 

Bruce smiled and nodded. "Thank you!" He whispered. 

Nicko nodded. "Anytime luv, anyway we will see you in about-" Nicko looked at his watch. "Five minutes?" 

Bruce nodded as Nicko gave him a kiss on the forehead, then his face went grave. "You have to tell ‘im luy, | 
know itll be hard for yer, but thats not fair on him and he'll find out eventually, if you don't tell ‘im luv, then 


| will have to," Nicko said before walking out. 


Bruce shamefully closed his eyes. As he turned round to face the mirror. 


"You have five minutes," he said to himself. 


Bruce opened the door, stepping out, hearing his shoes click and squeek on the floor. 

"Steve!" He said, biting his lip, holding he hadn't undone all his work. 

Steve's eyes went wide when he saw him. "Wot ‘re yer doing luv?" He asked. 

Bruce sighed, looking down, he started to play with his hair again 

Steve looked shocked, as did everybody but Nicko and Adrian, as they knew and Adrian was laughing his ass off. 
Bruce felt betrayed but knew deep down he couldn't cry. Crying would be the worse thing to do in the 
situation 

"Bruce luv, what-" steve began to speak after the awkward silence across the lot. But Bruce inturpeted him. 
"Its not Bruce." He trailed off. 


"| don't, Bruce?" Steve didn't know what else to stay, lost for words and Steve is never lost for words. 


"I Steve, i," Bruce coughed "in a relationship you must be honest with eachother, | love you. You know that?" 


Bruce gently took Steve's callas hands in his soft ones. Holding it, and looking down at it blushing. 
"I luv yer too," Steve said, biting his lip too. 
"Steve, |," Bruce took a deep breath. "I want to be your girl!" 


Steve's hand flew away from Bruces and the look in his face told him, they didn't share the same feelings 


anymore. 


